Walking in Daylight
part 13

“What the hell did ya’ just say?” Raph asked, scowling dangerously.

As usual, Leo was undaunted by his brother’s clearly rising anger.  “You heard me.  Becoming interested in Donovan is not a good . . . .”

Raph glared at him before interrupting.  “Are ya’ out of your fucking mind?  I ain’t interested in him, I’m . . . I’m trying to keep him away from Nicco.”


“Nicco can take care of himself,” Leo said.  “He’s very much in love with Donny.  There is zero chance that he’d risk that relationship.  Besides, Novan doesn’t strike me as the type to be looking for anything permanent.”


“That makes two of us,” Raph said, crossing his arms.  His tone was insistent and belligerent all at once.  “What gives ya’ the right to be telling me who I should and shouldn’t like in the first place?”

 
“I didn’t ask you not to like him,” Leo said.  “Donovan has many good qualities.  He’s obviously a very caring brother.  My concern is . . . .”

This time he stopped himself.  Donatello watched his brother in some surprise because he rarely saw Leo at a loss for words.


“Spit it out,” Raph snapped.


Michelangelo spoke first.  “I think Leo’s trying to find a way to express himself without setting you off.”

“Too late,” Raph said.


“Do you want to communicate or fight?” Don asked.  He huffed out a breath, trying to dispel some of the aggravation he was feeling.  “We are guests here so if fighting is your choice, please take it outside, preferably to the park.”

“First ya’ start dictating how we’re gonna deal with Hun and acting deaf when anyone else makes a suggestion, then ya’ start telling me who I should talk to,” Raph said, his focus on Leo.  Don might not have spoken at all.  “If ya’ got something to say, then say it.”

“Fine,” Leo said, his eyes narrowing.  “My concern is that Donovan might seduce you for no other reason than he’s bored and wants to play.  You have no experience and when it finally dawns on you that he’s not serious, you’re going to be hurt.”

Raph’s mouth actually fell open and he gawked at Leo.  Don had rarely seen Raph so completely speechless, but Leo had managed it.

“You know, Leo, I don’t think Raph is quite as naïve as you’re making him out to be,” Mikey said mildly.

“I c .c . . . can speak for myself,” Raph sputtered.  He took a deep breath.  “Just when I thought we were past this kind of crap and that you’d started to give me a little credit for common sense, ya’ go and say shit like that.”


“I have immense respect for you, it isn’t about that,” Leo insisted.  “Look.  We’re here on a planet where mutants are commonplace, where they can walk out in the open.  It’s exciting.  It opens possibilities.  We’ve seen how happy Donny is to have found a life mate.  I don’t want that to have too great an influence on the rest of us.”  He looked at Mikey.  “That includes you.  We all need to stay grounded.”


“You’re making a lot of assumptions,” Raph said, sounding a bit calmer now that Leo had cautioned Mikey as well.

“Speaking as someone with experience on the subject, it’s probably best if we don’t make snap judgments,” Don said.  “Leo, It’s pretty clear that there’s a personality clash between you and Donovan.”  He lifted a hand when Leo started to say something.  “I’m not going to try and analyze the reasons for that, just stating what I’ve observed.  No one says that you and he have to get along, but it would be a good idea if one of us could communicate with him.  He’s defensive with you and careful about what he says to Mikey and I.  Raph’s the only one he seems willing to open up to.”

“He came here for Nicco’s help,” Leo said.  “That’s who he should be opening up to rather than trying to manipulate a perfect stranger.”


“Oh, so now he’s manipulating me.”  Raph cocked his head to the side, as though studying Leo.  “We ain’t at home, so ya’ can’t be feeling territorial.  What’s the matter, Leo, are ya’ jealous?  Can’t stand to see me getting along with someone new?  Drives ya’ crazy that Mikey is scoring with the ladies and ya’ haven’t made a single new friend since we got here?”


“I’m not jealous,” Leo said, his voice tight.  “We came here for a visit, with the express purpose of meeting Nicco’s family – our new family – and now we’ve found ourselves caught in the middle of an intrigue involving Hun.  The situation is dangerous and lives are at stake.  Forgive me for wanting to concentrate on that above all else.”

“If that was completely true, then ya’ would be listening to alternatives to your ‘wait and see’ approach,” Raph said.  “I got a problem with the whole idea of Mikey being shipped off to live at that camp for who knows how long.”

“I’m okay with it,” Mikey said.


Raph turned on him.  “Of course ya’ are.  Any excuse to spend more time around the women at that camp, right?  I hope to hell ya’ remember where your eyes are supposed to be looking.”


“Would it make you less uncomfortable if there was a time limit on this plan?” Don asked.  “Say, if Hun hasn’t made some sort of move in a week, we try something else?”

“No that wouldn’t make me less uncomfortable,” Raph said.  “If Mikey’s only there by himself for one night I’m gonna be worrying.”


“Aw, it’s nice that you care,” Mikey said, teasing his brother.


“Shut up,” Raph said.  “I’m serious here.  Ya’ can’t be on watch the whole damn time you’re there.  If something starts to go down, you’re gonna run out there and try to deal with it by yourself and ya’ can’t tell me otherwise.”  He looked at Leo again.  “It doesn’t help that ya’ blow me off when I’m trying to make that point and try to deflect by making accusations about me and Novan.”


Don jumped in again before Leo could respond.  “I’ve been thinking that we could implement other security measures along with having a physical spy in the camp.  Mikey could install a few wireless mini-security cameras throughout the camp, aimed at the perimeters.  They would alert us here as well as alerting Mikey when someone approaches the camp between certain nocturnal hours.”

“Technology, I like it,” Mikey said approvingly.

A look passed between Leo and Raph, one Don had seen often.  It said, “this isn’t over but we’ll table it for another time”.

Don was happy that they were acknowledging that this wasn’t the time or place for a fight.  He wasn’t happy that all they were doing was postponing the inevitable.

 
“How long would it take you to set up that sort of security system, Donny?” Leo asked.

“Mase has a lot of raw equipment in his lab,” Don said.  “With his help we could have it done sometime late tomorrow.”


Leo looked thoughtful.  “That would mean that Mikey would have to go to the camp to teach his classes, leave to come back here for the equipment, and go back again.  That’s risky if there are spies.”


“Maybe Mase could run the stuff over to me when it’s done,” Mikey said.


“One of us is going to have to tell you how to install it, so Mase could do that when he drops off the equipment,” Don said.  “Would that work, Leo?”

“It’s not the best solution,” Leo said.  “I would rather keep our risk of exposure as low as possible by limiting Mikey’s contact with anyone from this house.  I suppose it will have to do.”


“Can I make a suggestion, Don?” Raph asked.  “Why don’t ya’ just buy the damn equipment in the morning before Mase takes Mikey up to the camp?  Ya’ did score a crap ton of diamonds from that world ya’ explored with Nicco, by rights some of it’s yours.”


His brothers all stared at him for a moment.  “I keep forgetting that here I don’t have to try to make everything from scavenged materials,” Don finally said.


“And I’ve got a few working brain cells, despite what some of ya’ think,” Raph said before turning and marching into the bathroom.  He stopped just short of slamming the door behind him.


“That went well,” Leo murmured.

“Dude, maybe you should just let him find out stuff for himself,” Mikey said.


“If he hasn’t learned by now that diving into a fight head first isn’t the best strategy . . . .” Leo began.


“I’m not talking about fighting,” Mikey interrupted.  “I’m talking about Raph and Novan.  If it’s gonna happen, it’s gonna happen.  Telling Raph to lay off is just gonna make him hang out with Novan even more.”

“He’s right, Leo,” Don said as he began pulling back the covers on the bed.  “Raph is contrary by nature.”


“He’s also a big boy,” Mikey said.  “If something happens between Raph and Novan and then goes crossways, it’ll just have to play out the way these things usually do.”  He gave Leo a hard stare.  “Without any ‘I told you so’s’.”


“Fine,” Leo said, holding up his hands in surrender.  “I’ll do my best to stay out of it.”


“Me and Donny will do our best to help you stay out of it,” Mikey said with a grin.  “You and me are on the floor tonight.  Let Raph and Don have the bed.  It’ll put Raph in a better mood knowing you aren’t hovering over him.”

Mikey stripped off his clothing and plopped down on the mattress that lay at the foot of the bed.  He plumped up a couple of pillows and pulled the blanket up to his chin.


Leo followed suit, using one of his pillows to create a barrier between them.  “The last time we shared a bed, you almost pushed me out of it.  Stay on your side.”


“How am I supposed to know what I’m doing when I’m asleep?” Mikey asked, closing his eyes.  “Leo, tell me a story.”

“There once was a turtle too old for bedtime stories,” Leo said.  “The end.”


Mikey yawned.  “Best story ever.”


Coming around to Leo’s side of the mattress, Don squatted next to his brother.  “I’m going downstairs to talk to Mase about the security system we’ll need.  I won’t be long.  Wake me when you get up in the morning.”


“I will.  Try not to lose track of time while you’re downstairs,” Leo told him.


Donatello kept that admonition in mind.  He found Masolino deep into several layers of Hun’s corporate enterprise, working on two different computers at once.  Notes were strewn about the work space and Mase had started creating a flow chart of sorts on the chalkboard.

After telling Mase of the plan for installing security cameras at the mutant camp, they set a time to go shopping for the equipment in the morning.  Don then turned his attention to Mase’s research, suggesting a few ideas on where to look next.

Though Mase offered him a seat at one of the computers, Don declined, knowing that it was better to remain standing.  He explained to Mase that he’d work on the project with him the next day, but his role tonight was that of a moderator.

“Annabelle has played that role a few times,” Mase said, winking.  “Check with her if you need some advice on how to handle pissed off mutant turtles.”

“I might just do that,” Don said, turning towards the stairs.  “Goodnight.”


Don was careful to be quiet upon his return to the bedroom.  Fortunately, all three of his brothers were asleep.  Removing his clothing, Don slid into bed next to Raph, who was facing away from him.  Disturbing Raph while he slept was a great way to get a face full of fist.  With as little movement as possible, Don got comfortable.

Staring up at the ceiling, Don couldn’t help but wish he was sleeping next to Nicco.  He was definitely going to have to devote some time to building extra bedrooms in the attic.  At least then if Leo and Raph were at odds, they could sleep in separate rooms and Don could go back to spending his nights with his mate.


With a sigh, Don closed his eyes and went to sleep.

As promised, Leo gently shook him awake the next morning.  Don glanced over at Raph, who was sprawled on his shell, one leg hanging over the edge of the mattress.  When Don got out of bed, Raph’s snores stopped, but after a second started up again.

The pair of brothers tiptoed out of the room.  While Don made a pit stop in the bathroom, Leo went down to the kitchen.  Don found him there, preparing tea.


Making a beeline for the coffeemaker, Don poured out a cup, a smile stretching his lips as he took in the aroma.  “The beauty of a timer is that you have fresh brewed coffee as soon as you get up.  We could get a machine that would do that for your tea.”


Leo shook his head.  “Every six months or so you make that suggestion, and I turn you down every time.  Machine brewed tea doesn’t taste the same.”


“I think this tea making ritual helps you wake up as much as the tea itself does,” Don said, taking a tentative sip of his hot brew before carrying his cup to the table.

“Actually, I think I could do this part while on autopilot,” Leo said.


“That’s probably as close to machine made tea as you’ll probably ever get then,” Don teased.


Don had finished his first cup and was pouring out his second when Leo’s tea was ready.  They were sitting together enjoying the quiet of early morning when Annabelle came in to put a frozen turkey into the refrigerator.  She bade them both a good-morning and said that if anyone was looking for her, she’d be in the garden.

A short while after that Leo washed up his tea things and told Don, “I’ll be in the dojo.  Tell Nicco to join me there when he comes down.”

“Will do,” Don said as Leo left.  He heard his brother greet someone in the hallway and then Mikey appeared.

“Morning, Donny,” Mikey called as he went straight to the refrigerator.


“Good morning,” Don said.  “Why are you up so early?”


“I heard you tell Leo to wake you, so I decided to get up too,” Mikey said, balancing a bowl of cereal and glass of orange juice as he came over to the table.


“Raph?” Don asked.


Mikey took a healthy swig of juice before answering.  “Still asleep.  Snoring like a chainsaw.  I’m sleeping in the attic tonight.”


“No, you aren’t, the attic is spoken for,” Don said.


“Then I’ll sleep in Nicco’s tub,” Mikey said.  “You guys can all use the guest bath.”  After disposing of a few spoonfuls of cereal, he looked up at Don.  “You know those arguments Leo was making last night to Raph about Novan?”

“Yes?” Don replied, encouraging his brother to continue.


“That was the same stuff Raph was saying to me when I asked Novan’s advice on what I should do about all of the ladies who gave me their phone numbers,” Mikey said.


“I’m glad you didn’t mention that,” Don said.


“Yeah, me too,” Mikey agreed.  “I wanted Raph to wind down, not get more wound up.  You and Mase are going shopping this morning, right?  I want to go with you guys.”


“You can’t,” Don said, hastily adding, “not because we don’t want the company, but because you shouldn’t be seen with us.  That’s the disadvantage of being a deep cover agent, Mikey.  You mustn’t be seen out and about with any of us other than Mase, and even that should be limited.”

Mikey thought about that for a minute and then grinned.  “I like the sound of that.  ‘Deep cover agent, Michelangelo’.”  He shrugged.  “At least I get to shop later for art supplies.  Gotta sell my cover story as a starving artist, without the, you know, starving part.”


Don laughed.  “When this is over, we’ll all go shopping together.”  He heard a noise from the hallway and glanced back to see Yoshino approaching them with crayons in one hand and an art pad in the other.  “Besides, it looks like your time has already been booked.”

Yoshi set the art pad on the table and climbed onto a chair next to Mikey.  “I fell asleep,” he stated matter-of-factly.  “We can finish now?”

“Have you had breakfast yet?” Mikey asked.

“No,” Yoshi replied, looking up at him.  “Can . . . may I have fruit and juice?  I like mango.”


“I’ll get it,” Don said as he rose.  “You two start on your art lesson.”

Nicco came in as Don was cutting up some fruit.  He grabbed a cup of coffee and then gave Don a kiss on the cheek.  “Missed you last night.  How are things?”

“I missed you, too,” Don said.  “We’re operating under a truce at the moment.  Leo is waiting for you in the dojo.  Mase and I are going to pick up some security equipment whenever he comes down.”


“He was wishing Dad a good-morning when I left them,” Nicco said.  “He should be ready to go in fifteen minutes or so.  I’ll see you later?”


“The minute you’re free,” Don said, smiling at his mate.


When Yoshi’s breakfast was on the table, Mikey pushed the pad and crayons aside so the young turtle could eat.  While Yoshi had his breakfast, Mikey talked to him about art.  He quickly learned that Yoshi had very definite likes and dislikes, such as that his favorite color was yellow and he didn’t care for lime green at all.


Mase and Don were gone by the time Novan entered the kitchen.  After learning that Yoshi had eaten and had washed up with Mikey’s help, he stood next to the table for a few minutes to watch his little brother color.  Then he went to help himself to coffee and some of the fruit that Don had cut up.

Raphael woke to an empty room, but rather than rising immediately, he lay in bed enjoying the solitude.

He had purposely slept in.  Raph knew that Leo had planned a training session with Nicco for that morning.  He also knew that Leo had an expectation that Raph would join them and aid him in getting Nicco up to speed on being a member of a ninja team.

Maybe staying away from them was a petty way to get back at Leo, but Raph was not in the mood for big brother at the moment.


Another reason Raph was spending an extra few minutes in bed was that he was trying to hold onto the edges of a dream he’d had.  It wasn’t the kind of dream he could share with his brothers and it wasn’t the kind he had very often.

He knew that it had been erotic because of the barely contained woody he’d woken with.  It hadn’t been a dream about sex though, of that much he was certain.  The interaction he’d had in that dream was more personal.  He had touched and been touched in ways that had an almost spiritual quality to them.

Try as Raph might, he couldn’t catch onto a memory of who the other person had been.  He was fairly certain that he knew though.


Frowning, Raph tossed aside the blanket and sat up.  Maybe Leo was right, not that Raph would ever in a million years admit that.  Just because someone had a saucy manner and flirtatious attitude wasn’t a good reason to get involved with them.


It shouldn’t matter that those things were appealing, exciting, and challenging all at the same time.


Raph didn’t bother with common sense or arguing with himself once he was in the shower under a spray of warm water.  His hand drifted between his legs and he coaxed his hard-on out of hiding.  With precise strokes he jerked off, relieving the pressure that had been building ever since he’d awakened from that dream.

Clean and relaxed, Raph headed downstairs.  The very first member of the household he saw was Donovan, sitting at the kitchen table.


Head down, Raph marched to the refrigerator, noting that Mikey and Yoshi were also at the table.  After he poured out a glass of milk, he turned around to see what they were doing.  He found that Novan was watching him and when their eyes met, Raph felt himself flushing.


Raph was sure that nothing showed in his outward appearance, but a small smile lifted the edges of Novan’s mouth.  Turning as casually as he could manage, Raph gave Novan his carapace, making a show out of looking for something to eat.

Yoshi finished his picture and pushed it towards Mikey.  “I like your color choices,” Mikey said, lifting the pad up to the light.  “The forms and shapes are good too.  This looks just like your brother.”

He passed the pad over to Novan, who made a great show of analyzing the drawing, cocking his head from side to side.  Yoshi was beaming at him, pleased with Mikey’s praise and clearly expecting his big brother’s approval.


“I didn’t know you were going to draw our motorcycle too,” Novan said.  “I am impressed.  When we are home again, I am going to put this in a frame and hang it on our wall.”

“When are we going home?” Yoshi asked.


“I really don’t know, cookie-nose,” Novan said.  “There are some things that have to be fixed before we can do that.”


Yoshi pursed his lips, giving his brother a serious look.  “Like the bad man?  Is he why we can’t go home?”


For the first time since Raph had met him, Novan seemed undecided on what to say.  Raph brought his bowl of cereal to the table and sat down across from Yoshi.


“Why don’t we make this a real vacation?” Raph asked, drawing Yoshi’s attention.  “Maybe we can put a tent in the backyard and have a picnic.”

“And see stars?” Yoshi asked hopefully.


“Do you like to look at the stars?” Mikey asked.  “You could draw the ones you see.”


“Homework?”  Yoshi stared aptly at him, as though he was ready to weigh the response.


It was Raph who answered.  “It wouldn’t be a vacation if it was homework.  Call it fun work.”


Yoshi frowned, squinting suspiciously at Raph.  “Fun . . . work?”


“Fun play,” Mikey said, correcting the error.  “When you draw what the teacher says to draw it’s homework.  When you draw what you want to draw, it’s playing.”

“Okay,” Yoshi said, happily accepting that answer.  He glanced up at Raph and tipped his head to the side.  “I can teach you how to play.”


“That is quite an offer,” Novan said.  His eyes glinted as he looked at Raph, though he was still addressing Yoshi.  “I’m sure the big turtle would love to learn how to play.”


The innuendo was not lost on either Mikey or Raph.  Mikey cleared his throat.  “O~kay.  Let’s go find some stuff we can use for making a tent.”

Yoshi excitedly hopped down from his chair and then paused.  “Is okay?” he asked his brother.


“It is okay,” Novan said.  “Let Mikey do all the lifting and carrying.  You are the supervisor.”


Mikey held out his hand and Yoshi took it, skipping along happily next to his art teacher.  When they were gone, Raph tried to focus on his breakfast, but he could feel Novan’s eyes on him.

“He, uh, Yoshi I mean, he’s taken a shine to Mikey,” Raph said, inwardly wincing at how lame he sounded.  To himself, he said, “Damn Leo for putting weird shit in my head.”

Novan smiled.  “Your brother has a way about him.  I was given to understand that all of you grew up in solitude.  How did Michelangelo learn to be so charming?”

“It’s ‘cause he’s a brat,” Raph said.  He cleared his throat.  “Sorry, sibling crap.  Mikey likes to get his way.  Trying to tell him no or that he can’t have something is like talking to a brick wall.”

“He is not the only one in the family who exhibits that characteristic,” Novan said with clear amusement.  He leaned forward.  “What do you do if someone tries to keep you away from something you want, darling?”

Raph was saved from having to respond to that by the return of Donatello and Masolino.  Both were loaded down with shopping bags.


“Damn, what’d ya’ do, buy out the store?” Raph asked.


“We couldn’t just get cameras,” Don said.  “We needed the equipment to monitor the cameras as well.”

“Cameras?” Donovan asked.


Raph explained the addition they had made to the plan.  When he saw that the other two turtles were moving towards the basement, he hastily stood up.  “I’ll help ya’ guys with that.  Wouldn’t mind learning how it all works.”


Don stopped to look in the sitting room and then asked.  “Where’s Mikey?  He needs to learn too.”


“He has gone on an adventure with Yoshi,” Novan said.  “I’ll go find him.”

When he reached for his plate and cup, Raph beat him to them.  “Go on, I’ll wash this.”


“A gentleman,” Novan said.  “Thank you, darling.”


There was something about the way Novan walked that always drew Raph’s eyes.  As he watched the albino leave the room, his strut brought a sudden image to Raph’s mind; a snippet of the dream he’d had.

“Oh great,” Raph muttered under his breath.  “I was dreaming about the guy.”


Right then he decided to do his best to avoid being alone with Donovan.


Mikey had managed to evade the wrath of Annabelle by finding an actual tent amongst the things stored in the attic, rather than resorting to the use of blankets.

He and Yoshi were just about to go into the backyard when Novan caught up to them.  When he told Mikey that he was needed elsewhere, Yoshi looked devastated.

“We wanted to build tent,” Yoshi said, eyes wide as he stared at his brother.


“Mikey has a job to do,” Novan said.  “It was Raphael’s idea to build a tent, so we will have him help set it up.  In the meantime, we must pause this vacation so that you can finish some of your schoolwork.  Ms. Kala e-mailed your lesson plan.”


“Okay,” Yoshi said, his mood shifting quickly as he left with his brother.


By the time Mase and Mikey were ready to leave for the camp, Mikey had perfected the use of the security equipment.  It had been packed into a knapsack, tucked in with extra clothes and bedding.  Mikey also insisted on packing his nunchaku and mask, for which he got no argument.

Mase stopped at the same art supply store they had frequented before and they were waited on by the same human woman.  Her greeting was much more cordial than it had been the first time they’d shopped there.


Mikey picked out a portable easel, art supplies, various sized canvases, and a rolling cargo bag large enough to hold everything.

Then they were again on their way.  When they were about a mile away from the camp and out of sight of any of the inhabitants, Mase pulled over and stopped.

“This is where you get out,” Mase said.  “It’s best if we aren’t seen together again.”


“Right.”  Mikey hopped out of the van and grabbed his things.  “I feel like a pack mule,” he said once he was loaded down with his gear.  “I don’t look much like a vagrant with all of this new stuff.”


“Toss a little dirt on the cargo bag,” Mase said.  “The knapsack looks plenty worn.  If anyone can sell your cover story, it’s you.  Just don’t let anyone help you unpack.”

Mikey saluted as Mase drove away.  Settling the knapsack more comfortably on his shell, he began his trek to the mutant camp.
TBC……..

